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To the Right worſhipfull, lear - 


| ned and yertuous , Sir Thomas 


Kon Knight : carthes good heere, and 
Heauens bliflc hecreafter. 


Her was 4 world( but now that world i: not, } 
When Vertue was wethin mens bear ts inroulae: 
But now that World is almoſt cleane forget, 


For wildeſt things doe mens affettions holdt, 


T bere was a time ( but now more pricfe, tir not ) 
When men( though mortal! ) ſeemed balfe dent: 
T bere was a golden agethat age forgot, 

When men( m charity )not wealth did ſhine. 


T bere was a time when men relien'd the poore, 

But be”s novy counted wiſe that keepes bis owne: 

T berew4s 4 time, When men did heaues implore, 
But now who thinkes of bean is ſcarcely knowne. 
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T here was « tir ' whit wolf men lon'd im od, 
Ana mens prifection: dil on hg h ere placed: 

But row im Nammon mo/? meu bane aboad, 
Earth ip efey 'd jore beau'n,and Samts digracrd. 


Dutin that /oulc Who "REA doth incly mindc, 
Dcumſi wilaeme Will for ener avwel;: 
7t ſaco aſoule nm the ſhe cannot finde, 
Where ſuch a ſou'cto finde 7 caungyiell, | , 
For nothing can thy ſoule from comfort ſruer, 

[1 bims that baugbt thc Aear eand lou dihee emer, 


Your Worſhips cuer moſt humbly 
Geuored IV iiltam E wats, 
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To the Right worſhip 
and no leſſe vertuous Lady, the Lady 

Elizabeth Kitſon , wife to Sir T homas Kitſon 
Knight: Farthes proſperity, and 


Czleltall happincs. 


Xpound Tabitha1,and ti: Dorcas name, 

And Dorcas 1s 4 Roc-bucke ſharpe of eye: 

In thi r:ſpett Tabithai wonne her fame, 

T bat from the earth ber ſoule did prerce the 5kx., 
By faithes pure Works true graces qualltty, 
Her mortall bfe wonne ummortalty. 


Is therenone like Tabitha? God forbid, 

T es ſome there are but of il1ſe ſome to9 (eye: 

Many make ſhew,but doe not as ſhe did, 

But gine me leaue to gu your deeds thew duc. 
Many hauefuth10 workes, then fauth n yaine? 
1 our Workes approoue Tabithai mes ag.ans, 


From the adnurer of your vertues, 
Wllam Euans, 


EE OE IS 
In Authorem. 


Nfpired ſoules breath but the thoughts of bliſſe, 

Whoſe humble hearts in heaue are onely placed 

and while the worldlings run ther courſe amiſle, 
In Graces eycs,are gratious ſpirits graced. 


So may I ſay of that which hcere ſee, 

Drawne from the fountaine of a heauenly ſpring: 
Vhere thoſe beſt humours al waies nouriſht be, 
That makethe ſoule of heau'nly comforts ling, 


Continue therefore this good conrſe of thine, 

And God will bleſſe,and his bleſſed louethee; 
And ſuch as know what comforts are deuine, 

W1ll ſmile at them, that blindely wilreproouethee, 


And for wy [cl fc I finde thy labowrs [ut h, 


I canmit lowe nor praiſe thy Wworke too much, 


Nick, Breton Gent, 
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 Incundem. 


WW Ith ſome fantaſlicke fooliſh braine or other, 
(Cauſles)thy weeping lines may be diſgraced 
While witdomes wittheir tolly doth diſcouer, 
And thouthereby in better thoughts be placed. 
Thy lynes(no Panimne toyes)thy Text deuine, 
Exhales ſuch darkning clouds that Sun may ſhine. 


Coe onto weepe,and weeping laugh at thoſe, 

That doe the pangs of thy 1 cke ſoule defpile : 

While thou ta weeping win,they laughing loſe, 

The crowne that is ordain'd for thy ſad cyes, 
While I goe fit me downe,and mufing wonder, 
To ſee thy hcart for ſinne nigh torne alunder, 


Sweet1s the Muſicke that thy paſſion ſings, 

A high-fctche note ſurpaſſing Ela", ftraine : 

Suckt from the waters ofthoſe Hesbon ſprings, 

\ That riſe and flow,to neuer ebbe againe, 

Who wold not(taught by thee) do his endeuour? 
Learne ſo to weepe, that he may liuc tor euer. 


P:yl. Holland Gent. 
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A Way vaine youth that ſtudies nought but praiſe 
The foules Inchauntrix,and the woe to manz 
When ſharpeſt theame 1n weeping Oadaſes, 
Is all roo tarde wretch doe what thou can. 
For to manurethe odour of thy (inne, 
That thou from mercies ſcate,may(t mercy win, 


Deuotethy wits to loue and venery, 

Baſe ſubieR, fit toadde finne vnto linne? 

Be-witch mens ſoules with beauties fopperie, 

By Venus forged-Goddeſle praiſe to winne. 
Onely let me for my ſinnes feare a rod, 
Learne how to live, and not offend my God. 


Illuminating God,fare milke-white Doue, 

The ſoules beſt teacher, Tutor vnto bliſle x 

Afflictions comfort,Ghoſt of cternall loue, 

CleaneGueſlt,that loucs to Inne, where no ſinne is, 
Licenſe my ſoule to weepe with thoſe true cyes, 
That heaucns unplore,and all the world def; pile. 
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eA paſiion of an afflited 


ſoule . 


O ſooner had the Sunne all ſhewed his face, 
Meaſuring the welkin,by a furlongs ſpacc: 
But that I ſat free from his ſcorching beame, 
V nder an Oakefaſt by afiluer fircame. 
Not long I ſat, but ſoone I heard one crye, 
Diſtiling ſhewers of teares from hus (ad cye, 


And with thoſe teares that did from him proceede, 
Cameſighes/true partners 1n each woe & need) 


And wihthoſe ſighs, camewords,to heare,awoder, 
which thought-torne-hart had almolt broke a(un- 

Necrerl tept,but yer I oodalide, (der, 
co ſee the cnd,and what nughthum bride. 


When 


A pation of an of ited ſoule; | 


When ſoone methought I mightthis man behold, 
Placing his armes a croſſe, with an infolde : 
. Calling his lookes to heau'n, ſometimesto earth, 


When offring {peech,feare {topt his vitall breath. 
Yettruce he tooke with feare, heart-grieued man, 
and with a mourncfull voice theſe words began, 


Peter denyed his Chriſt for feare of daunger, 

. And{iwore(bcing askt)he was to him aftranger: 
O falſe ftorſworne, vilde-wretch that knew him wel, 
Who lou'd him more then any tongue can tell. 

Yet he his fault no ſooner gan to ſee, 

Fur herepented and from linne wasfrees 


. Sawle d1d torimentthe ſeruants of the high, 
Clidallin armes to worke their Tragedy: 
An: martyr'd Stexen ,that high ſweet Sa. in heau'n 
Was by his meanes of his deare life be-rcauen. 
Ot this great in, he likewiſe was forgiuen, 
VV home,we Canonize Saint, as bleſſed Srewen. 
Dauid 
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D aid did heap one finne ypon another, 
That ſothe firlt,the latt miy.he better linother 
Murder, blacke murder, and pri 
The leaf brin 28 man to hels foule miſcry 
He alſo was of this vilde fault forgiuen, © 
And now with God, cmioyes a place in heauen. 


Theſeall did ſinne,but yet were free'd from feare, 
But my (inne's greater then I well can bearc: 
Chrilt came a Sauiourthat we all might hue, 
Yermy hnnes ſuch, as would he wouldforgiue, 
Yea ſinne doth cauſe meto be ſo forlorne, 
As makesme wiſh I neuer bad bin born. 


O grieuc\! ſo..le why do thou ( ighing cric? 
Why ſpring ſuch flouds from thy im: morrall cye?__ 
Art lk furcharo'd with nne?plunged in ivoe? 


Thy teares lay ye:,though filence lng me no. 
Oh/out alas)thar | might c once be fe 


Where aha 'O God; nugh: wrhahe) "a power to ſee. 
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IfIclimbe vpto heauen, (oh)thou art there, 
And at thy right hand ſits my Sautour deere? 
Whoſe faluing woiids,my ſoule ſo much negleed 
That force, perforce, | needs muſt be rejected. 
And by thoſe dooming wordsthou breath'ti in ire, 
Be headlong caſt into > cternall fire. a8: 


Heau'n oMtesare ſhut ſivcer mercy there in none, 
Then to blacke foggy hell ihe get me gone : 
That kinz2dome's prauledg'd. perhaps andfree 
From phe of hnn,w ho all things eWe doth (ce, 
Oh | b:1t my fearetull conſcience willes me know, 

As God rutes heau'a abone,ſo hell below, 


And ſaycs,thoſe gatesfiand opeto let foules in, 
Fit place bf torture for their grieuous finne; 
A wr as the heauens, ſo doth he hell retaine, | 
Death Jooming-torture neuer=dying paine. 
Why then be gone poore ſoule, poalt hence away, 
For hcere thou maili not, nay thou dar'lt not lay . 
Oh! 
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| Al paſtion of an effied ſoule, 
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Oh! that I had Aurora wings tofllye 
Beyond thoſe Seas, where farther parts doelyc; 
Or ro ſome country which no cye hath ſeene, 
Where never creature hath bin bred or beene, 
Butti: in vaine, for thy farre-reaching hand, 
Cana quickly pull me,from that vnknowne land, 


Be dimme oh brigheſt Sunne,toarch-man to day, 

Let thy moylit oyle decreaſc,thy lightdecay : 
Faire Luna letnorthy bright beames be ſpide, 

For peraducnture, darknes may me hide. 
Oh( ſaiesmy conſcience)trult not to blacke night, 

For with thy God darknes 1s as the light, 

(taine, 

Wel I could wiſh that ſome huge high-topt moun- 

Or els ſome valt-known bcttomles deep folitaine 
Wouldtake my life from his all-ſceingeye, 

W hoſe onely name, makes me diſpay ring dye. 
Pur all in yaine, for if I there woud be, 

Neo rockes nor flouds, can hide my fin from thee. 
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Al paſiien of an aff ited ſouls. 
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Where ere 1 would be,thou O God art there, 

And though not ſeene, yet | thy yoyce doe heare : 

Thar voice that to my finfull Grandſire came, 
Inforceth me to ſay, Lord heerc 1 am. 

Heet's As: (infull O&-ſpring knowne by name, 

Firſt man created,and the firtt of ſhame. 


Heerecs a finfull wretch,a Demic Deulll, 
Proanevnronothing but to that is euull : 

V nthrifty in goodnes, Marchant i vile finne; 
Exchanging better wares, more worſe to win. 

Farths excrement,(alas)of all men hateful]; 
vakunde ynto my ſclte,tco God yngratetull. 


From theſe ill wiſhes 1 muſt needs refraine, 
Snce all my wiſhes are both fond and yaine: 
Or wharl with tor,if I could obtaine, 
| Thoſethings I wiſh for,wvould ſoone prooue my 
V\ hat cre I wiſh for,or doe molt deſire, (pane. 
The things 1 wiſh prooue muniſters of yre. 
| The 
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The things obſcureſt thou O Lord canſt ſee; 
No placefrom thy world-ſeeing-eye is free; 

The ſccret(t parts that in my body lye, 
They all lye opeto thy all-ſceing eye. 

Thou likwiſe brought mefr5 my mothers wonbe, 
And thou ſhalt Iudge me at thy fearefull doombe. 


The Prince of darknes doth likewiſe accord, 
Bids me diſpaire in my death-dying Lord; 
Cayrtffec ſaith he,looke not to heau'n for grace, 
Since heau'n and earth ſcethy ſin-coucred face. 
Earth looks at heau'n,heau'n at the carth doth won- 
That carth vp-holding (in, rentsnot a ſunder. (dcx 


Telsmethat wealth, was my hearts chiefeſt treaſure; 
Sayes that 1n pride, tooke my ſweeteſt pleaſure ; 
Enuy and malice,domg neighbour wrong, 
All theſe I doe confeſſe,] lou'dtoolong: 
Murder blacke murder ,and fowle leachery, 
Were coupled Actors inthistragedy.- | 
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A "TT an afflifted ſoule, 
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He further ſaics,that God ſhall prooue yntrue, 
I the forgiue to whome revenge 1s due: 

] hat God's not God,except he doe prooue juſt, 
That he revenge for ſhinne needs render muſt. 

T1; true,tts true, whether ſhall | run? 
Woul!1 God my life were now but new begun. 


Now wold I ſorwe,,v h6 "75290 vecl\s ripe corne 
No.v wcll nigh dead;now doe | wiſh new borne 2 

Leone have | l1v'd ,out+liuing maine men, 
p.T:ngthe age of fourceſcore yecresand ten. 

AnJ now the Deuill for to adde more painey 
Saies my huge f1n calles but for grace in valine. 


Dec, let not the ſluces of thine eyes, 

Make thy tcares paſſage vrito Paradiſe 2 
Intrcate not Ab-4am ſend vs Late#s, 

No,ftor it that heau'nhng come among vs, 
Hec'l- but delate of that | feareto know, 

Rell, Death ;Deliruction,Deulls, Torture, Woe, 


Thus 
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A paſiton of an affifled ſale. 
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Thus might I ſce this poor wretch plung'd in woe, 
Almott receuung foule ſinnes overthrow: 
| Andnow hisScaofteares moilt drops paſt number 
Lull him(fad penſiue)in a heaute ſlumber, 
Nex long he Nept, bur griefe 01 le-(criching cries, 
Bcate pathes for paſlagethrough his ceaſcles cycs. 


Now combares his good Genus with the Devill, 

M auger the bad,the good expels the eulll 
Sathan did tempt him much, & ſore did ſhake him, 

Yet the good ſpirit would not ſo forfake him. 
Though fleſh bc traile now he detycth Gnne, 

And with freſh ecares doth thus hs paſſion ging 


O Ship-wrackt ſoulc,drenche in a Sea ofceares, 

Laden with Euils and full traught with feares, 
Let bitter flouds fall from thy reſtles cies, 

Make hcauens to pitty thy hearrs wotull cries, 
Neuer,o ncuer ceaſe heau'n to umplare, 

Till peace of conſcience hcau'nsto thee reſtore, 


Swim 
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Swim O my ſoule breake through hl flouds of Gn, 
Seerf with Perrer thou the Shore canſt win: , 
And at thy landma re{t,thou (alt in(brace 
Ear wreath the Lambe, the Childe of grace: 


Ar nd heavenly Quiers forto w elcome thee, 
Shall ſound rhe mulickc of heauens melody. 


Thinke no worke great enoughthis bliſſe to gaine; 
Great i5the toy that comes ofthis th y paine: 
Tro:blelike wings muſt hurle thee vp far downe, 
Beforctho!! may} recciueth*imperiall crowne. 
3» Thouvnto daves & weckes,to months & ycares, 
»» Mult owe thchourely rent of timtleſlc teares. 


Apprentice-likc binde thou thy yearesto carc, 
Thiheat thy ſhop.Gods ſacred word thy ware; 
Goo tho 'ghts thy Cha cn,and good wo! :ks thy 

 Thyche rh- poor,&thy rejoycing,paine. (gaine 
9» Daics patle in plants, rhy nights without repoſe; 


» Awakoto vi cepc and {l. cp in wakinge i ocs. 
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A FT of an aff ifled ſoule, 


Let Wiſdome bethy head, Compun&tion Mother; 
Thy friends the Abel & the Lambe thy Brother. 

T ak : for thy (o..les ſweet Spouſe deaths memory, 
Thy kinsfolkes hghes, thy children Lachrymz., 

This right-hand path leades not thy ſoule amiſſe, 
But efcſoone brings thee tothe bower of bliſſe. 


Conſider further,6 my ſoule(quoth he) 

Sinners beſide my ſelfe there many bez 
=_ haue ſtain' q the honour of therr place, 

And yet-in heau'ns bright eye notloſt tharr grace. 
Andthough I ſingin liues booke I ama noted, 


Since now to my deare God,l am deuored. 


Moreouer by his deathir doth appeare, 

H ow great thc loue is that my 4 doth beare 
To mc. ſinnes Montter and molt worthy blame; 

The ba\lge of ignomy and Map of ſhame. 
Th' abuſer of rich Timca lumpe of all, 

Too (lowe, in good too bad,too tivitt in all 


What 
DEN ZDCIED 


A paſsion of an aFiuTedſoule, 


\Vhat meaning hath his head declin'd but this? 
Togwe my tntull ſoule a gratious kille . 

11:5 heart's all open,forto let me lee, 
A heart that hath ſuch louc,none hath but he, 

Hs hands are [iretched out for to imbracc me, 
That he in Angels blile, may afccr place me, 


Yea all his pretious corpes(alas)are wounded, 

T hat though | ſin,hn,death & hell confounded 
Fi. bodies life, feil-death doth allo leuer, 

Yet he kils death,that I may livefor cucr, 
Alercy ſweet lefu mercylermewm, | 
Since nov Ihate wy ſclfey& loathmy in, 


7 tas he no ſooner (aid, but T might ſee 
A man well ſ:eming Angell-Saur to be; 
Of comely hue of cole hi 5 pleated hayres, 
Mcre grauc in Wildoms booke,thenaged yearcs. 
P:s fecte in'iced of ſandals) troale th-az yre, 
And windes tcr wings, d:d :his Cileſlal care, 
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eN paſvion of an afflifted ſoule. 
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His firſt arrinall was with this fad wizhe, 


W hoſe finfull ſfoule Iuſtice did fo affrig he: 

To whore ſuch balme for medcine hy did ge, 
As dead in linne, by tare rat{'d eo hue, 

O bleſſed Lord that in each time of ncede, 
Sends comfort from abouc, ficke loulescofeede. 


Doe not difpaire/qoth he;thou wofulln man, 
Doubt not, but h- chat made all, all chings can 
Thinkc not that he that b:eath'd into thee breach, 
Will ought rcioyce in thy ſouls tcarctull death. 
No wretched man thy God v« illes thee to know, 

Sinnesrcd asſcatler, 's mak-$\vh:te as ſnow. 


Sealethis (O Lord) clearemy hnne-ſparr 
Teares beg the warrant, leſu ſay Amen. 
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Nemo renaſcitur in (brifts corpore, maſt privs 
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T cares Efficacy, and Sinnes 
pardon. 
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Or Mary Magdalcns Lachrymz. 


WW Hen Ama weptthe teares ran down amaine, 
From forth the -lud-gates of her watry eyes 
When Agar weptthat water ſhe might gaine, 
Teares,ſobbes,& ſghcs were onely E callice. 
When S«/an fallly was condemn'd todye, 
Her innocent true teares did peirce the skye. 


They hadthe things that they with teares required, 
Oh who can tell the force of ſuch truc teares? 
Wonder of wonders for to be admred, 
Since cyes,a> keyes doe open mercics cares. 
Neuer ca:m* wret: hto God with true contrition, 
But did obtainc,lo 1t were 1ult petition, 
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Mary Mag dalens Lackryme. 
or I wn 


> DF AT» 4 ELD Fi 


EYDUGYLS & Wa 


Sad humble teare,ſhed by a ſoule divine, 
What mai!t thou notaccount 0*as thine owne? 
wik thou a kingdoin?why?heau'nskinzdom's thine 


wilt chou a ſcate:thou halt che Lib.s bright ch:one, 


Wik thou be (tronve?let onetcare, heau'n be (ene 


And itſhall doombe all hellco baniſhmenr. 


Meatefor the ſoule thou art, frength for the ſence, 
Gverdon of V ertue, Aſſoſiate of Grace; 
The blotter out of vice and great offence, 


1] he Font that Lauers filth from foulett face . 
The drinke and repalt Ef the penicent, 
Swift billow,wafting toamendement, 


Beſt health ofnew-returning innocence, 
The Angell foode of reconfiliation; 
Chicte1oy of an appealed conſcience, 

And the fironge hope of ſoules election. 
T hc Odour of the joyes of bliſſe ro come, 
The belt companion inthe day of doombe. f 
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«WH ary Maydalens Lachryme. 


Since teares are of ſuch _ who wold not weep? 


And weepin n wamnrT Tan uw <j 

Afloud vows, Jets na who would not keep 

To drenchthe entrance of cach ſinfull rage. ah 
Yes faies my foule, Lord of my ſouleI will, 
Aary that moli hathnecd will weep! her fall, 


Cloſe thau thine eves, 6 righteous /eremvye, 
Let not thy tcares lament the faults of other, 
My ſighes,my ſobs,my eyes,my Lachryme, 
Shall waſh my loule,& my ſoules-ſtnnes diſcouer. 
I,onely 1 my ſelfe,my ſeltc alone, 
Will waſh inteares and my huge ſinne bemone. 


Aichth, why weep'lt chou,ſaid the men of warre? 

Why doſt thou vs purſue?is notall well? 

Ne haſt chouſtrayed from thy home ſo farre? 

ay ſigh not gricued man bur quickelie tell. 

= Lod(quorh he) home ] with care did keep, 

Ycaue ttolac from me,and aske ye why I weep? 
EU ichabs 
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Mary Magdd'ens Lachyme. 
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e Mx with prieved heart doth much lament, 
The lofle of his forg'd-fained-golden God ; 
And ſhall not flouds of teares of me be {pent, 
Forloſlc of him that was my les abode? 
Shall e «hb walle his loſſe,and ſhall not Tz 
Yes,while I hue Ie weepe,and weeping dye. 


The nimble Hart when he's beſet with Hound, 

Seeing noway te*(cape pale greedy death: 

Pcfore he feele the firſt life-killing wound, 

VWeeps out agrcane.& then yeelds ayrechis breath; 
And makes the Hiiters hart though hard/as [tone ) 
By reaſon of his ighes,his death to moane, 


Shall chis mil le Hant”O Moy )full of eulls 
Sigh foorth the farewel! of his lives ecay? 
And ſhalt notthou that art beſce with Dewls, 
Thatrentth; ſoule asrauenous dogs ther pray? 
Yes | will weep hgh fob, and never ceale, 
Till heau'n have mcrcy,and my finnesr.lcafe, 
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CM ary 6:00 Lachryme. 


Ifholy Dd did ſo much lament, 
T h'vntimcly death of his rebcIlious Sonne: 
Ifhe vponthe dead corpes thele words (pert, 
O lofle !5 Aoſalon lo Abſalm| 
Thenneedly mult I weepmg (ay cach houre, 
Oloſle !nolofle to my foules Sauiour. 


As was the found of Aarons filuer bcll, 
Whoſe {iweetalarum cauſ'd each manto heare * 
So Mary let thy gricfes in-weeping knell, 
Rung by the vertue of an harty teare, 
Sount fuch alowd, and dolefull pleaſmg dity, 
T hat it may moouethy God,thy woes to putty. 


Few dro"s men ſay force hard Rones afunder, 
Nor by co:mpulizon but by ottenfall: (der! 
Seeſſtubbor ne [tones to moyli drops yceld; 5 won- 
And ſhall not God, whenrtearcs for mercy Gall: 
Sinnes tcares; almoſt(mee thinkes the vet 'y narne 
Should be ſuthuaent tor to Api my ſhame, j 
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O therefore hye thee wretched e Wagdalen, 
To him that (1nne hath power to forgiue: 
Intreate him clenſe thy ple defyledden, 
Deſire to dye to finne,in him to live. 
Let not thy God,trom Sawmors boord be riſen, 
Till thou ynco thy God be trulic ſhriuen. 


As an inraged colde tanc inthy breſt, 

If it contmue, prooues but little good: 

So will thy finne dilturber ofthy reft, 

Ifchou to greater {innedolt Ict ſinne bud, 
O cheretore take thy time,while time thou may, 
For ho can tell, how ſwift tine glides away. 


Nct be not thou aſham'\ beforethem all, 
Ot thy vilde t1nne to make confeſſion : 
Bu: dendthy Knee,and bid thy ſalt tearcs call, 
Otthy great tinne to have remiſſion, 
| Deferre no time,no weeke,no day,no houre, 
Pu: pleade with tearc, bet pleading Ocatour. 
Contelle 
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1 ary Mardalens Lachryme. 
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Confefſe'T fay)with a true broken heart 
(For who can if the force of ſuch conteſſion?) 
Thy finne,and by thy (inne,thy iuſt deſert, 
Andfor th: fame thy foules contrmon, 

With ſuch confeſſion learnefor to accord, 

For ſuch regainesthy now lolt liumg Lord. 
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Jt ioyes the Saints, make cleare the conſcience, 
Cancels the bond of finne.it's hope of pardon: 
It's Brideler offeare, belt pleaſ ing nnd 
Heau'nopening key,ſivect ſuisfacion. 
Beſt motive moouing thy dull ſoule toriſe, 
From wretched carth.to Lleiſed Paradiſe. 


Teſu Ithirſt, but not for Da'ds drauche, 
Not of the Ci:terne of Phili'tincs ſprins: 
Tis not that watcr though (o dearel,, bouzhe, 
That any comfortto:ny heart can bring. 
That whi:hthe Angels loue, and Gaints require, 


That holy water doch my ſoule detire. 
if. - Open 


Mary Magdalen Lachryms. 
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| Open thy gate kinde hearted Phariſe, 


Oh giue me way, andleaueto enterin : 
That [ may proſtrate, humbly on my knee, 
 Shewto my God the greatnes of my linne 
On ſageof blacke,the Ator be my heart, 
My foulethe Chorus, and my finnethe part. 


O but(ſaith onc)art notthou WY agdaler, 
Notorious for thy ſinne in this our Gy? 

Yes ſure I am; will ye not therefore open? 

May nota fnnersteares mooue yeto pitty? 
Whoſethat ſanh Chriſt? AM.oy ſhews her repen- 
O lct her 1n;thus mercy giues me entrance-(tance: 


Woman coine foorth ſaith he,Nand not behinde, 
May I a wretch{O Lord)obraie ſuch fauour? 
Mercy po penitents is alway kindes 
O kinde Phiſtion! fay on my Samour. 
For neuer ſhall theſe teares of me be ſpent, 
Till chou bid riſe, finne pardon'd pennent. 
P a don thou haſt ,be free from Sathans den, 
Ariſe and ſine no more : good God Amer. 
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The ſoules comfort in eMid- 


deſt of affliction. 


Or the penitent theefes paſy1on. 


O whom ſhal death, th Almighties Trumpeter 
Seeme ſoweric ſharpe, fell-cruell- bitter paine: 
When meager death is but as meſſenger, 
Torell our Pules that we with God ſhall raigne. 


Come gentle death,ſfince tis my Sautours will, 
(Obleſled will to dye 1 am not ſorry) 

Seaze on an Eſſence which thou canſt not kill, 
W hillt Angels watt it to the place of glory. 


He that is framer of the carth and heauen, 

Telles me that theſe my now traile morrall eyes: 

(So ſoone as ſoule from body is bereauen) 

Shall ſec hceaucns Pharus bleſfed=Paradiſe, 
C|'3 This 
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T he penitent theſes paſri:1n, 


This =. my ſoule,mercy infuſing grace, | 

(O criple happic ſoule, r'obtaine ſuch tauour: ) 

In Angels bliſſe ſhall ſee him face totace, 

That d:i4 deſcend from hcau'n to bz my Sawtour. | 


This day my life ſhall dye,in Liſe 29 raizne, 
This day I ſhall be fiee'd from euery toe: 
This day I dyc a death to line againe, 
This day I ceaſeto weepe,and laugh at woe, 
Thi day's the -x:« of an etcrnall raigne, 
And the #1 of my now dying pane. 


Smce 1t1: [o, ſweet death come let me dye, | 
Whi/t mercy ſauts the windows of mine eye. 
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Deus mihi totum in toto, 


Iz wicked worldlings fall away from God, 
No earthlie croſſe ſhall cauſe my ſoule to feare 
Afﬀiictions Raffe, and perſecutions rod, 
True paticnce willes me,and 1 well can beare. 
Who would not ſuffer heere a little paine, 
And dyc,to luc,that he with God may raigne? 


TfI of friends and countric be negleed, 
YetereT looſe my fath, Ile beg my bread : 

He that from youth hath alway me proected, 
From his foode-giving hand hat be fed. 

He keepsthe fragments ofa feaſt in tore, 

Where mercy willes me knock at bountics doore. 


If poorefi roofe diſdaine to couer me, 
Ny building's not on carth bur all on hye: 
Meane while the Dens and Rock: (hal luccour me, 
And(tubbornecarth ſhall welcome nuſerie, 
Better it 1$,ong Wolues to hauc aboad, 
Thenluwe in houſe and nottoliuc in God. 
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If I with priſons chaine alt fertred be, 
My perſecutions chaineſhall pracue a crowne: 
If all the world oppoſc it felte at me, 

And death{the worſt to feare)begin co frozyne. 
—Yetherhat for my litc,his life did giue, 
Will kÞSmy death, that I with him may live, 


What though no T ob« (ce me buried, 
Tx not a rtoombe that | defire tohaue: 
Vhat bootes that carth,tocarth be carricd, 
My bl:c is not contained in a grave. 
And for an ynctiontothis barter pall, 
Heau'n couers himthat hath no burial), 


H-ae me (met! Jelw rare mermben I call, 


Since chow is wr} pourt(owle artall mall, 
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e M ors Chriſti, mih1 vita. 


H*Frternall Father, guider ofthe heauen, 
To his all-glorious and immortall Hoalt : 
No other licence tothem hath he g1uen, 
But that their garlands, and their crownes of colt 
(While heau'nly quiers doe ling,as it 15 merte) 
Be laid at hus great Sonnes immortal fecte., 


Yet ſce the malice and the crueltie, 

Of theſe hard-hearted and inhumaine men: 

With purple cloth (aye me)1n mockere, 

They clock the fleſh ofthis grcat God;and then | 
To Goes they bend the knee/ their nne che more) 
Whom Angels worſhip,& the Sainrs adcre. 


Sce,ſce,from his deepe wounds out ifſues bloud, 
Dying the purple Dye, more perte-t re: ; 
Woe's me that tor my l1n hould {(pring that tiouw, 
Great was his loue that lo my comtorr bre.|, 
Dyc{ oh my God'make Purp le my hard heart, | | 
So ſhall cloath thy wouncs,my !:nne, thy nat, 
E270 [mms tha Cait|4 dote: 1 
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Diues in his paſsion, 


Ich men laugh at me your hl, 


Since tolaugh it is your will 2 
M ake aie\t of me and hell, 


Tull ye buy that I would (elL 


Chriſt did tell ye bur in vaine, 
Of my torture and my pane : 
],as ye,at hell did ſnule, 
Sathan ſo did me beguule. 


Werel nowto hue againe, 

Lifc ſhould be a lwuing paine : 
Yeſhould laugh, bur 1 would weepe, 
I would wake, when ye ſhould (leepe. 


Yeſhould not relieve the poore, 

I would fo beftowe my fore: 

 You,nor I, ſhould hun for hell, 
J,not ye, with God would dwell, 
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Put 6 my ſouleplung'din paine, 
Doe not F ccho thus in vane: 


Worldlings laugh to heare thee moane, . 
Harder hearts,cthcn hardelt Rone, 


Forthe rame makes flintes tomourne, 
When that Athictis, tearcs. doe ſcornc: 
But thoſe {corners all ſhall dye, 

And hell laugh whcnthey ſhall aye. 
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Lazarus 1n his happines, 


Oore menif yee beggers be, 
Learne to beare your Croſle of me: 
Croſſes are the way to bliſſe, 
V Vheretruepatienceleaderis. 


Patience poore mens treaſure chiete, 
That doth giue theſoule reliefe : 
Such rcliefe as nch men want, 

That the beggers almes is ſcant, 


Toy in heart, ye pooreſt ſoules, 
Whom the hand of heau'n inrov les: 
Inthe care of worldlings croſle, 


V Vhie the rich dye with ther drole. 


Grieue not that the dogs doe licke yee, 
Helliſh (tings ſhall never pricke yec : 
Let them (ing while ye doe cryc, 

Ye (hall live when they {hall dye. 
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Lazarus bn bi bappines, 


Ye ſhall line in endles 10y es, 
They liuc dying 1n annoyes 2 
They in ſoule tormented lore, 
Yereioycing cuermorce. 


Doe but then the difference ſee, 

That tw 1xt rich and poore may be: 

They with Diueslye in hell, 

Ye, with me,in hcaucn ſhall dwell. | 
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A paſsion of the ſoules deſire. 


CY: had I wings to flye vnto that place, 
Where Hierarches & Angels praiſe my God: 
That might taſte of that cternall grace, 

That frees the faithfull from aff1ictions rod, 


Thenſhould I heare the Cherubins, that ſing 
To God,all hole holie Sanctmes : 

Then I my ſelfe ynto my God and King, 
Should humbly tune ther hcau'nlic ynuties- 


Thenſhould I be a free man of that Crtie , | 
The gates whereofare pearle,the barres of oolde; 
The Lamps no Phe Cho Maiettic, 


And Saintsthe ſoules that there theu freedom hold. 


Then ſhould I ſcethe Prophets in ther bliſſe, 
Andthe Apoſtles ſeated on bright thrones : 
Then ſhould [ ſee that world where no woe is, 
While Angels hands do crowne the Marirs grones 
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Al paſtion of the ſoules deſire; 
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Then ſhould Icethe Virgins freed from teares, 
Crown'd inthe heaucnsfor holy Chaſtie: 

Bleft ſhould 1 ſcethoſe babes whoſe tender yearcs, 
Aboad the ſtinge of ſharpeſt crucluc. 


Then ſhould I ſee, that now I cannot ſce. 
Throu gh! leduke hindrance ofmy deadlic ſinnet 
 Yermerciefaies,his wounds mak! hnnersfrec, 


His bloud the key that lers them enter in, 


O then m God make this World hellto me, 
Tha 1m ole 2 m4) ſec all this with thee, | 
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Chriſtes Crowne 15s ſharpe. 


He cruel thornes with w our Lord was crowned 
Were ſorcly ſharpethat ſhed his ſacred blood: 
A gratious louc,in plorious life renowned, 
To hurt it {elfc to doc his {eruants good. 


Put while thoſe points did pricke h:s ſacred head, 
Sinne,dcath,and Sathan, all were deadly wounded; 
O bleſſed Chriſt that ſo my comforts bred, 

As by thy death, both deathand Lell confounded! 


Bleſt were the drops of (o Cevine a nature, 

As ſhed by ſinners wete the death of tin : 

And bleſſed Chrilt that fo didſt blele thy creature, 
As by thy death didlt his belt life begin. 


T ct let moe weepe toſee bis bead ſo bleeding, 
That ts my heart and ſpuits onely feedmg 5 
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Doloris fints paudium, 


MY heauy ſoulchaue patience.with thy ſelfe, 
***The tydes wil turne the ebbe may haul a 


A Ship ſometime may run vpon the ſhelfe, 
And yet bc faued from her ouer-throw. 


Say that thy griefes doe gripe thee enery houre, 
While that thy life is neerethe pointto dye: 
And weakaned nature hardly haththe power, 
To beare the butthen of thy miſeric. 


Yet, doe thou know,thy ſinfull oule deſerveth, 
Farre greater death if [uſtice doe thee right : 
And know withall that mercie (bl preſcructh, 
A Sunney bleſſing for the faihfull ſight. 


Where thou ſhalt finde that all the worlds annoy; 
Is farre unworthy of the ſmalleſt ivy. 
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SET 


Benedidus deusin eternumy 


Some wicked ſpiritthought my heart cart, 

Becauſc it ſaw, how 1 was woe begon me; 
Sorrow, and death and hell. 41d ſecke their worlt, 
Wihall their forces,allto fall ypon me. 


Sorrow, did locke my heart with many a fob, 

And brought my life vmto the doore ot death : 

And whcn ndewh ſaw how my poore hart did chrob 
He ſhew'd the horrour of the hcll beneath, 


Poe,vhen my God did in his mercie ſce, 

My foule Lef edged thus on enery ſide : 

With onefaire looke he madetheir forcesflye, 
Nor dcath,nor hcll,nor ſorrow durlt abide. 


Butleft my ſole in ſuch a bleſſed caſe, 

By mcrcies ling love to berclieued : 

That | muſt fing mn glory of his grace, 

That helpe my foule when « was fo agrecued, 
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T he ſanſul foules ſob. 


Oey and Sinne,to my heart are no wonder, 
Since ſinne and ſorrow rent my heart aſunders 
My ſoulcin ſinne, hath long time had aboad, 
Whulcſorrow wept that I offended God, 


My Sinne(I muſt confeſſe)is much mere great, 
Then isthe ſorrow of my gericued heart: 
Yet ſorrow willes me humbly to intreate 


For RT alſwage my wofull tmart, 


Therefore tothee, that canſt throw downe to hcl, 
And afterfetch into the Heau'n of bliſſe : 
Tothee in whome ſweet mercy (ill doth dwell, 
In whom all comfort was,ſhall be,and 1s: 


T 8 thec 4 ereich:d ſoule nigh drown'd m ſunne, 
Wh ſorrow weepes that be may mercy Wn, 
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Laqueus contritus eſt, 


Inne and diſpaire, both at a banquet met, 

And intheir tea(ling that they might haue toy : 
My yeelding ſoule in haft from me thcy fer, 
And made « drunke,and drown'd tinannoy. 


But calling of finnes cheare. I wot full well, 
Difpareahat never Wiſht the ſoule but harmes 
Had weil mgh brought my life to thatſame hell, 
Where {ins more thick the Bees in ſummer {warme, 


Which whenT did perceive all woe begon me, 
With bleeding heart | Igoked vp on high: 
And Godin mercy ſo did looke ypon me, 
Andrto my grietc ſuch medicine did apy ly: 


That b-mg bead of my diſpayring ſinne, | 
[ m1y/x by faith bt, grattons fauour Wire. | 
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Par nulla fipura dolori. 


FI were ſetto ſceke out ſorrows muſes, 

Andallat once, were come to waite ypon met 

With allthe griefe that greate(t ſorrow vſcs, 

To ſhew the world how I am woe begon me. 
If allthe world had brought their woes regether, 
And all ſee downe, inthcir extreamett kinde, 
And all the kinds had brought therr croſſes herhen, 
To lhe the death of a tormented minde, 


If all the fi gures that the Poctsfaine, 
Should in their nature truely be expreſſed: 
And euery forrow in a ſ{undrie vaine, 
Could ſhew the horror of a heart dilireſſed, 


If theſe and morethen eyer yet were knowne, 
To cructhic a poore vnhappie creature : 

In pleaſures ſpirit wholy overthrowne. 

Could ſhevv the pride of ſorrow in her nature. 


I thinke 


ES EI 


| Pamdldfigs dolori. 


2; NES ern, 


T thinke they all would fall out ſhert in fine, 

To ſound but whereth: depth of my diltrefle, 
Andlcaue this heart,and wotull ſoule of mine, 
Vntothe comfort of the comfoitleſle. 


But ſince I ſee God onely knowes my griefe, 
Which 1s too great for any manto geſſe: 
And in his mercic lives my ſoules reliefe, 
And he alone can give my hcart redreflc. 


I willbeſcech his Maieſtie deuine, 
Jn merc1:es height the hope of happincs 2 
Forto receiue Niebumble ſoulc of mine, 


And bring my heart our ofthis heauines. 


Non eſt Deas ſicur noſter. 


(wonder, 
T Chriſtes Aſcention heau'ns-vaſt wombe did 
whilſt Angels harts did bleed &cleauea funder; 
Tamonall paſſionsſo did wound and pame them, 
Thatall amort they fit and thus complainethem, 
O thou bright morning ſtar thou glories glory, 
Make vs partakers of a wofull ory. 
By thee we know,ſin,death,& hell confounded, 
But cannot ſhew how wiſdom came thus woiided; 
Then ganthe ſpirit of that be-{laughtered lambe, 
Totcll how by thoſe wounds his goodnes came. 
Amid the Center of an earthly Cell, 
Accompanied with friends | long did dwell : 
Atlengththey wound, & bring meto myend, 
And he that molt did hurt was molt my trzend. 
Life of all les they kil'd and put to paine, (gaine. 
My harme,thcir good,ſowre,livcer,ny loſle their 
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O fountaine of all mercy,mercies wonder, 
What hcart can heare this and not burlt afunder? 
Twas I(woe's metherefore) that caul 'd thine end, 
Whom thou in mercie dolt accompt a friend. 
Wichin the cloſure of ſome obſcure Cell, 

My ſoule be-murdering- Lord till death ſhal dwc); 
Therc ſhall tweeping ſit,and read this (tory, 

Til heau'n aſcume n forto fee thy glorie, 
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A paſsion 
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T5 me goe ſecke ſome for-lorne place, 
W here nothing lives but ſorrows louez 
Where I may fit my, wailc my caſe, 


Vatothe bleſſcd heau'ns abouec, 


Fortothe world eotell my woes, 
It were a breath but ſpent in vainez 
A labour that my nlniche loſe, 
Or with a (1ghreturne agune, 


For all the thoughts of pitties eye, 
On earth are buried long agoc: 
Andallthe waies of muſente, 

Are to diſpaire,or dye 1n woes 


For vertue ſhe that heauenlic Queene, 
That onelic keeps the ſoule a crowne: 

W hoſe faith hath in her fauours been, 
Though heere by fortune beaten downe, 
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Fuen 


ED 


Fuen ſhes forc'd to keepe her ſcate, 
Among the Angel; bleſſed armes: 
Becauſe ſhe ſees the world fntreate, 

Her ſcruants with ſuch wicked harines, 


And (ince I doe ſoplainlie ſee, 
That in the world there is no place 
For vertuc,pitty,not for me, 

Nor any m my heauiecaſe. 


Let me goe ſecke ſome ſorrie Caue, 
Wrth ſorrowes loue to fit alone: | 
And like a Ghoalt withinthe graue, | 
Vato the heau'ns to make my mone. 


For in the heau'ns Il know he is, 
Who hath (ubdu'd the power of hcl; 
And in that heaucnly hand of his, | 
Doth my aſſured comfort dwell, 


Where Vertue, Mercy,Love and], | 
Shall ue together in ſuch 10y ; | 
As though vntothe world | dye, 
My ſoule ſha] thinke otno annoy. | 


His 


His farewell to the world, 


(fare, 
VV Aine world adew, fince vaine 13 thy bet plea» 
! hy (fea toy: 
In, b.tcr things then thine conſifles my treaſure, 
In heau'n's my 1oy. 
A 10y that doth detelt Such pleaſing 200ds, 
As ſorrow brings the heart 1g flowing floods. 


Thy bares are ſweet at firſt, yet (ower in end; 
From hcau'n they par:; 

A Bee whuch hath a {ting that doth offend, 
And wound che hearr. 

AFriendthatſcesalife all woe begoa i, 

And wiſhechten times more totall ypon a. 
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Hi farewell rs the World, 


Thy beſt things are in fine a world of woe, 

' A fnckeof ll: 

A garden where bad weedes are ſct to 
T he ſoule to kill, 

Thy Paradice a dungeon, layle,or hell, 

W here lizhtin darke for evermore doth dwell. 


grow » 


Thy gloric hath no Sun-ſhine, but a miſt 
To blindethe eye : | 
And therefore lerthem loue thee they that liſt, 
 SovillnotT. 
Tſeckea glorie that is all aboue, | 
Swect Ielu l ſecke thee my truelt love, 


1 
[4 


When moſt thon {inileſt then thou moſt dof 


And (cek'i}tokill: Ef frowne, 
Thou dolt aduance to honour.then pull't downe, 
Such isthy will. | 


Sing inthe {weetelt key thou canſt deuilc: 
While 1 with wiſlomes wit ſtop carcs and eyes, 


FIINIS: 


CI SEITIED 


* 
FE die a _- i” pnt==—_ as aut; ew cr year ee bi tow Y aw rags a6} ww a 4 —_ ORR TAPE WOE YO ns F wy . m 
- W ; oY x wh eras rm - - F 
s : : 
* ka X * 
® * » 
FS S 
” 0 : 
* * . . * * Fo 
* = : Fe 
þ : 4 # 
LY BY of *: 
» % " * 
Þ 
* - 5 
0 =», » 
= 
o 
* % - 2 " 
= A 
" A ? * 
. —_ : 7 % 
* v 
* 
$9 CES DE Or OOTY a . + P EY = 
” w « » *'Þ ” s SOR « ak 
- * + 7 2 s . E rn - 
- " . - i Wh 59 » _ 
. * . 
* S 
A s 4 
FS 
” 
—_ M "T0" v Z ” ," " " m— 
j 4 
n LA oF apr us aa oiaye 
A {TI HI * A et En re Laan ah, 
on _ 
mpeg = aye 7 = IR 6 5 Ai pra ns lth oy 
» "_- 
7 2 ® & ww the, 
* $4 F v * 
a > . F 
* > 
* og f , + 
F ol * * S 
* * 
: * 
* I 
= < 1 ” ” ” . hae ; 
O * 
, * 
"i Fo SUPT Rr FLEE PN ONT nt = i Oe ad by a 5 — x 


